a purification of mind and desire, which of course guarantees nothing outside itself. Such an approach, which is comfortable with not knowing, which declares the impossibility and the possibility of knowing at one and the same moment, has a Far Eastern colouring. It is also a deconstructive position in as much as it recognizes having to leave the foundation in the domain of the unthinkable. This essay, then, attempts to show how close Murdoch comes to a deconstructive position as she explores Christianity, and to indicate that her understanding of religion borrowed something from Far Eastern religions, specifically Hinduism and Buddhism. Hinduism has no theology, only metaphysics and myth; it admits that contradictory things may be predicated of the same thing at the same time, and that the beauty of religious worship is merely an aid to a prized, freeing state of consciousness. To such a metaphysics, deconstruction offers nothing new and Derrida did not set the cat among the pigeons there as he seems to have done in this country, at least when he first became known.
Murdoch took theology seriously at a time when few intellectuals and artists did, not by affirming the power of faith in the manner of Roman Catholic writers like Graham Greene, but by examining it. Unlike Greene and Evelyn Waugh, she was no convert, but religion interested her, and its theology, by virtue of its apparent reasoning processes and claims to speak about morality with authority, even more. Once the grandest of all meta-narratives, it disappeared altogether in the postmodernist heyday from the intellectual preoccupations of the West, except for a handful of people in divinity schools. But by dismantling its ancient claims and taking it apart with respect and interest, Murdoch gave it a new lease of life. 3 The fifties and sixties were a time of demythologizing when the stands taken by theologians like Rudolf Bultmann and Paul Tillich were influential; Gadamer spoke of the non-definitiveness of the horizon. But Murdoch went farther than these. She demythologizes, certainly, but she also de-deifies. Not only is Christ not God, God may not be there at all. Believers (even some academic theologians) would find this untenable. They might agree to the defeat of good, even to a 'powerless' God (powerlessness being an essential ingredient if the whole package is not to turn into magic), but they would stop short of the final giving up of God. Murdoch, unwilling as she is to abandon her philosophic core, lets the theological core drift directionless.
One may begin by noting that the trajectory from origin to telos so self-evident to the Western world comes from both its Greek as well as its Judaeo-Christian inheritance. The naturalistic and materialistic explanation of reality propounded by the pre-Socratics was marginalized by
